THE          DUMP          AT          BETHUNE

while it was tearing along at top speed to catch up
with the rest of the column.

For a quarter of a mile or so Paterson followed it
in his car. Then, as there seemed no sign of pursuit,
he went forward, overtook the other vehicles near the
old rendezvous south of Estaires, and without further
incident conducted them with their treasure to the
battery positions at Laventie.

It was a quarter to one in the morning when the
R.A.S.C. officer once more showed up at his head-
quarters at Erquinghem. He looked very tired, and
his sharp features were sharper than ever. He
walked into the room in the ruined farmhouse where
he had eaten with Captain Thompson only a few hours
before. It seemed to him he had been away much
longer than that. Yet there was his mess-tin still
on the table, with the juice of fruit salad in it, just
as he had left it. The hurricane lamp was still smoking
beside the yellow jug that had reminded Sergeant
Lambert so forcibly of his bedroom at home. He sup*
posed it must be the reaction after the excitements at
Bethune that made all these things seem strange to
him.

The Captain, who was sitting at the table, looked
up as he entered. He had already learned from the
Don R. whom Paterson had sent back that the job
had been carried out.

" Congratulations, old fellow," he said warmly. " A
nice piece of work. You pinched that stuff from under
their very noses. Our pal the Lieutenant-Quarter-
master ought to appreciate that bit of gun-fodder.
You'd make a good crook. I don't mind confessing
now that it wouldn't have surprised me if you'd never
come back. What happened ? "
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